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Her voice is but the shadow of a sound.
And help! O help! her spirits are so dead,
One hand scarce lifts the other to her head.            440
If, there, a stubborn pin it triumphs o'er,
She pants! she sinks away! and is no more.
Let the robust, and the gigantick carve,
Life is not worth so much, she'd rather starve;
But chew she must herself, ah cruel fate!                  445
That Rosalinda can't by proxy eat.
An antidote in female caprice lies,
(Kind Heav'n!) against thepqyson of their eyes.
Thalestris29 triumphs in a manly mein;
Loud is her accent, and her phrase obscene,           450
In fair, and open dealing where's the shame?
What Nature dares to give, she dares to name.
This honest fellow is sincere and plain,
And justly gives the jealous husband pain.
(Vain is the task to petticoats assigned                    455
If wanton language shows a naked mind.)
And now and then, to grace her eloquence,
An oath supplies the vacancys of sense.
Hark! the shrill notes transpierce the yielding air,
And teach the neighb'ring ecchos how to swear.       460
By Jove, is faint, and for the simple swain;
She, on the Christian System, is prophane.
But though the volley rattles in your ear,
Believe her dress, she's not a granadeer.
If thunder's awful, how much more our dread,        465
When Jove deputes a lady in his stead?
A Lady? pardon my mistaken pen,
A shameless woman is the worst of Men.
Few to good-breeding make a just pretence,